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anyway, i had an intro written up for this 
already, but consideringthat it was written 
over a month ago, i decided to scrap it and 
start anew, i guess that's for the best, and 
i want to get this done before going down 
to columbus fest in June, so i'd best get my 
ass in gear, anyway, i ' ve been doing roughly 
an issue a month to little response— and 
that s fine because i haven't been expecting 
a response to this, that i ' ve received any 
at all totally amazes me and totally validat 
es the work that i've put into this so far. 
so for that, i say thanks, your encourage 
ment inspires me to continue, and i would ram 
ble on about all of that, but to hell with it 
i ve said what i need to say. let's leave 
it attha t. 

lastly, you've probably noticed the change 
in moniker... if i hadn't already told you 
previously, paper crown is now larceny, it's 
the same zine, therefore this is issue #4 
attempt #4, as i like to say...i have my 
reasons for the change, the main being that 
paper crown just sux. as wendy told me, " 
it s too hallmark-y". plus, when i original- 
ly started this zine, back in October 1999, 
i was listening to a lot of red monkey's 
2nd album... the title is one oftheir songs. 

not that that matters larceny isn't a 

song title, thankfully. 
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anyway, this is attempt #4. read on.... 
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Minor threat was the first hardcore band that I ever really, really got into. I was 15 and 
wanting so badly to be a punk rocker, getting out of death metal; I'd already heard the dead 
kennedys so I figured I was on my way. At the time, I 'd happened to find this old Camelot 
Records card-they used to have buyer's cards back in 1992-93 that were stamped every- 
tjme you purchased a cassette or compact disc.. ..after the 10th stamp you had a free 
cd of equal or lesser value coming your way. Seeing as I had previously filled this card 
from purchasing bad death metal, I now had a free cd coming my way....so on a visit to 
the midland mall, I decided to stop in at Camelot records and see what was up. so, there 
I was, doing my typical thang , deciding which eds to get... and after a while I had decided 
| on the cramps "gravest hits' and minor threat" s "complete discography*. I'd never heard 
minor threat before, but I did have a poster of theirs hanging on my bedroom wall, next to 
my wall-sized skinny puppy poster...so yeah, the interest was definitely there, but really, I 
don't think anything could have really prepared me for them....l wasn't familiar with hardcore 
back then, what it sounded like to anything, and the only punk bands I'd heard at the time 
were fugazi, the misfits and the dead kennedys. minor threat weren't like any of those 
bands. I'd spent my earty teen years obsessively listening to death metal and grind core, so 
I was used to fast music, but minor threat were something else, they were SO confrontational 
and Ian swore a lot and it was fun as hell and it was so different than everything I'd previously 
heard, and I fell in love. I remember talking to my mom about music during our 
nightly dishwashing sessions; I would always inform here, against her will, about all of the 
new, cool bands I'd heard.. ..and I remember telling here that I wasn't into death metal anymore] 
that I preferred alternative and PUNK ROCK, and from then on, I considered myself a punk, 
even though I didn't really listen to a lot of punk, instead, I went to lame assed raves, smoked 
cigarettes obsessively and listened to anything I could get my hands onto that I considered 
"underground", i started buying all of my clothes secondhand; i painted my nails black and 
grew my hair long, i started writing zines and forsook my boring ass rave life for that of the 
coffee shop in big rapids. where for years, i lived out my idea of what was punk, central 
michigan punk in the mid-90's, where there was nothing to go by and no one reariy liked the 
bands that i did; it was alot of fucking fun, it really was. 

looking back, i think i had a super time growing up. at the time, though, i thought it sucked 
because i got fucked with all of the time at school, but really, i had a rad time, my parents 
were really cool and lenient and they never made me get a job while i was in school, they 
always believed that my teenage years were meant to be spent having fun, which meant 
spending all of my time hanging out with my friends at the coffee shop, in their ramshackle 
apartments, listening to strange music and watching strange movies, i got to spend my 
evenings watching strange, kick-ass bands play, getting into goofy, overly serious relation- 
ships, making my zine and generally living my so-called punk We. i really got to experience 
growing up. 

i'm always fascinated and intrigued by the music that people listen to. i love talking about 
music and i'm especially thrilled when i meet people that like the same music as i do. fm 
always interested in hearing their stories-what bands changed their fives, what the music 
means to them, why they listen to what they do. and i'll be the first to admit that i can seem 
a bit musically obsessive, and that not all people share my musical fervor...but realty, this 
music means everything to me....and not just punk/hardcore, but every thing i listen to. my 
memories are generally based around what i was listening to at that particular time-ask me 
about fugazi. the violent femmes, the lemonheads and the smashing pumpkins and i can 
tell you everything about my sophomore year in high school, everything that i felt and how 
those bands meant everything to me then, ask me about bikini kill and I can tell you about 
evenings spent up at the coffee shop in my junior year, working on my zine and feeling like 
i could take on the world with them as the soundtrack, am i the only one who can do this? 
this music is a mainstay of my life; it's part of who i am? am I the only one? 
i see so many people who look at this music, any music, as just something to do. going to 
a show just to kill some time until something more exciting pops up. if s kind of sad... you 
don't really see people excited about new music, excited about shows or bands (or ZINES 
...but that's another topic for another time), it just seems like if s the cool thing to do. cool 
enough to be there, but not cool enough to care, /know? and if s weird, because i get 
totally excited about bands i've never heard, about zines that i've never read, about going 
to shows, i get totality excited about the idea of bands playing in a basement to 20 or 30 
people and i love hearing new music, reading new zines and just having the opportunity 
to be a part of something that i love, this is only as fun and as awesome as you make it 



i wort second shift in a factory, 2:30™ 1 PM^nwndaythrough friday, so i don't get the 
can to go to a lot of shows...but when i do, I am so excited about it for the whole week 
previous to it; i'll talk about it constantly, "oh the show on Saturday, blah blah blah"....i saw 
twelve hour turn and true north in february and it rocked my ass. i didn't know anyone, but 
twelve hour turn anre one of my favorite bands and i took the night off of work to see them 
play in heather's basement i lost $80 in wages to see them play for twenty minutes and 
you know what? it was totally worth it, to stand right in front and yeH along with them...it 
was TOTALLY worth it a fucking blast-it didn't matter if i didn't know anyone/talk to any- 
one, and yet while the bands played, there were kids sitting on the fucking floor, half 



asleep with bored expressions on their face, rolling their eyes and acting cool, may i ask: 
why the fuck are you even there? is it to see the bands, or is it because there's nothing 
better to do? we take so much for granted. 

that's why i get so excited when i meet people who are excited about music, excited to be 
going to shows, because this isn't a hobby to me. this music is a part of who i am, whether 
its orchid, my bloody valentine or skinny puppy, i grew up with this music; i love it and it 
means a lot to me. it isn't just something to do when i'm fucking bored, 
music inspires me... it inspires me to write, to create, to think, and yes, sometimes it just 
inspires me to rock out late last year, when we were visiting my mom and dad over 
thanksgiving, i played a mix tape for my mom while wendy was taking a nap. we were 
listening to sleater kinney and modest mouse and los crudos and portraits of past and 
yaphet kotto and refused when my mom, all of the sudden, asked me "what do you GET 
out of this music'? i sat there and thought about it for a minute, only to come up with 
this: 

its just rad. i love it it's fun music", but really, it is so much more, fuck, britney spears 
can be fun" music-that doesn't mean i'm going to listen to her. to me, this music is so 
much more-it is emotion, anger, frustration, desperation, beauty, hope, confrontation, 
and it means everything, it's who i am and i love it. 

i don't think i would be who i am today if i hadn't stumbled upon sonic youth, the dead 
kennedys. minor threat, the cramps, bikini kill, etc.. 8 years ago. for years, i had fought 
to fit in with my peers; i longed to be accepted by having cool clothes, new tennis shoes, 
to have everyone like me. this music woke me up to the fact that it was okay not to fit 
in; that it was indeed preferable, this music gave my rage, my sadness, a voice; it has 
given so much to me. no matter what it is/was. that is why i ramble on about it why i 
care, isn't that enough? 

musical wants. 

it isn't often that i'll list stuff that i'm looking for. but i'm totally interested in tape trading 
and will happily reciprocate if so wanted, i'm looking for quite a bit of stuff...i'm really 
wanting a tot of old '80's hardcore/punk/grind/peace punk, along with a lot of more 
recent international bands of the same genres, non-corporate emo is also super, bands 
in particular confuse, outo. gauze, corrupted, government issue, black flag, iron cross, 
flux of pink indians. amebix. anti-sect effigies, seein' red. farm, sob. envy, the ex- 
ploder, jasemine. fingerprint akatraz. anti-product axiom, cress, straucony. homomilitia. 
post regiment dezerter. forca macabra. abuso sonoro. man in the shadows, yage. 
opstand. jean seberg. ivich. riot/clone, acme, carol, engrave, brother inferior, tear it up. 
dead nation, parade of the lifeless, black dice, bread and circuits, down in flames, damad. 
anything really, although I'd really like to check out the international scene, i can send 
blank tapes and i will forever love you. just don't take 3 months to mail the shit out 
hint hint... 
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silly assed thoughts based around a trip to Virginia 

i have so much on my mind, so much the i want to say, but i'm kinda reserved....i'm not 
sure how much i can share, if s Saturday night and while everyone else parties it up, i'm 
here, feeling hyper and resttess. wendy and i recently went down to Virginia to celebrate 
my friend becky's marriage , and to see Wendy's sister in Virginia beach, i was planning 
on basing this entire issue around that trip, but after weeks of writer's block, i scrapped 
the idea based on the fact that it was a pretty uneventful trip overall, we drove 2000 mites 
in 4 days, stayed in 2 hotels, made some enemies, saw friends and family and made a 
home movie based around crystal's (Wendy's sister) overflowing toilet becky's wedding 
was small and quaint in a rented out hafl in front royal, Virginia, people were drinking beer 
during the ceremony and i was grumpy as all get out i ended up feeling better, eventually, 
and it was really super nice to see everyone doing so well. 

yet it realty made me think that life is really changing for all of us. i never thought that i would 
admit that but we're no longer 18 and living in shithotes, poor as hell and clinging to our 
friends, clinging to our ideals even when they changed everyday.... and i guess seeing 
becky up in front of all of us realty opened my eyes to that fact our lives are not what they 
were. 

five years ago, i had my life planned out completely, i wasn't going to college. I wasn't 
getting married ever, i wasn't even interested in girts, and my ideal goals were to work a 
shitty job so i could live with my friends in a shitty, run-down apartment, and buy tots of 
records, i was completely anti-marriage, anti-religion, very pessimistic and i drove a baby 
blue dodge ornni that had 3 stickers on it sonic youth, einsturzende neubauten and bis. 
fve never really listened to bis. but anyway, i worked at mcdonalds, lived with friends and 
watched everything stowty die in big rapids, and i was happy with that 
...and now, 3 years later, it's all changed, the life i swore i would always live.-poor and 
unfamous and by myself, it's all gone, wendy and i got together and somehow becky's 

wedding got me thinking about all of that we've been together for almost 4 years now; 
R hasn't all been easy, but it has always been interesting ...me with my punk rock and 
my zines and my raggedy ctothes and my pissy moods, wendy with her tove of ted 
zeppelin, pikachu, angels and Joyce meyer. in a lot of ways, we are as different as 
night and day, but there's something there that makes us dick, a lot of love and respect 
where this whole thing is leading, what i'm rambling on about i'm not sure, take care 
of each other, just a thought 



thetoDtobiq raDids( ahrW»finq) 

lUSfUS and I ammerin 9 °" at *Ht lared in #3, i decided that it was high time to oet 
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incomplete shit that I put in here anvwav 

right now i'm trying to listen to bands that really amaze me either lyrically or music- 
ally, or both, and jeff and i were talking today; he mentioned that he really wanted to 
get the kids in this area back into punk rock and while him and zanne are starting to 
accomplish that, i'm focusing on this and my zine distro....which has been a truly 
half-assed effort on my part, and as we sit there and talk about old school punk, as 
we concern ourselves with zines. i can't help but wonder where all of this is going, 
where aH of this vested interest and participation is going to lead, will we be around 
5 years from now? 10 years from now? when i'm 33. will i still care about this crazy, 
screamy discordance? will i strtl be staying up unit] 5 am to write zines? call me ideal- 
istic, but i'd like to think that i would be. i've been working on zines since 1994. and 
of course, we'll always care— these are our lives we're talking about this is our 
passion; i can't imagine just wiping my hands of something that's meant so much to 
me for so long. 

i'll be turning 23 next week, and if s been 5 years since i graduated, back then. 5 
years seemed so long, like an etemity....but 5 years now. an what have i done? i 
got married in november 1998. worked a lot of shitty jobs, lost a tot of friends, moved 
7 times, quit smoking, came down here, saw a lot of bands, wrote 3 zines. travelled, 
went vegetarian, and yet when asked i'll respond 'not much", and i've still got so 
many ideas about myself that aren't fully realized, things that i still want to do. 23 
ain't shit, and besides age is just a number, i will only be beaten down when i act 
accordingly to that number, and realty, besides having a full-time job. i don't see that 
happening anytime soon. 

the show tonight 

it was kind of an odd feeling to just stand there Hi glna's basement my backpack 
weighing me down while all of these thrash bands went off. and i was trying my best 
to get into it but for the most part, i just couldn't and i left feeling a tad tost . i think if s 
good to see bands you've never heard; it keeps you open to new sounds, but some- 
thing wasn't there tonight something was off. during feast or famine's set jeff mention- 
ed that a song of theirs was about kids who listen to hardcore for a couple of years 
and then move on....which i thought was interesting in that will you be listening to his 
hero is gone and orchid when you are 40? will you be screaming along to black flag? 
nonetheless, people applauded his words and the band played on. and after it was 
all said and done, i left dragging my feet back to my car on 52nd street with a head- 
ache to boot woo hoo! 

plavlist for this issue 

the great unravelling, the black hand, ds-13. lovesick, orchid. 400 years, mara'akate. 

fable, forstella ford, torches to rome. kill the man who questions, from ashes rise. 




working sucks. 

my life has been a barrage of shitty jobs 

my first job ever was working at mama mia's "Italian* restaurant in scenic hersey, mi.; 
i was 16. i had heard of the job through my friend, nicole, and since i figured i 
•needed* a job, i went and appfed. the next day i received a call; yes. you've got the 
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job, come in on monday at 4 pm, and oh-wear a white shirt. 
to be honest, i was stoked, my first job ever, making my own money. ..but as monday 
arrived, i was less and less stoked, i was a dishwasher, by the way. yeah-woo hoo. 
so anyway, monday arrived and at 4 pm, i walked through the doors of the restaurant 
all nervous and shit because, well... because it was my first job , and i didn't know 
shit about dishwashing, i knew that i hated washing dishes at home, but man, i was 
getting paid to do this! it couldn't be that bad anyway! 
well .after the first night I knew for certain that it was all fucking garbage, i worked 
until damn near 1 1 pm, with no break, no food-"but you can have all of the soda you 
want", well, woo hoo! how grand! and the job itself sucked ass.spazzing out, running 
around this shitty, falling apart dishwashing area, filling this automatic dishwasher with 
nasty plates, push a button and presto! clean dishes magically appeared on the other 
side, seriously, this job was stupid as hell and i loathed having to wash an assload 
of other people's dishes everyday, nicole soon confided in me that she only told me 
about the job so she could get out of dishwashing, and i could see why. it was 
fucking gross! cleaning off aH of the plates, being soaked from head to toe (hey, i was 

sloppy with the sprayer}-fuck thatJ and the waitresses were so rude "i'm out of 

this, i'm out of that"... .FUCK YOU!!! it was just terrible, and it was almost a 30 mile 
drive from my house, so after a week, i quit, never to return to dishwasherland 
again. 

the next job i had was at mcdonalds in evart i was 17 and had just graduated high 
school, this job, in retrospect also sucked ass, but it was honestty probably the best 
mc shithole i had the displeasure of working at. it was a small restaurant and i had 
been applying repeatedly to no avail, until one may morning, my mom woke me up to 
inform me that a manager had called and that I had an interview scheduled for that 
evening at 8pm. i was less than thrilled as i had planned on seeing my friend's band 
that evening, and i wasn't really wanting to work at that time, but i ended up going for 
the interview and yes, i secured myself a position under the golden arches (little did i 
know the position would turn out to be "bent over"), anyway, i started on memorial 
day weekend and my first day was a 3 hour shift that consisted of making an asstoad 
of arch deluxes. woo hoo. 

of course, i was nervous as shit about this job initially, but after awhile everything 
smoothed itself out i was a closer, usually working from 5pm-ctose everyday except 
for tuesday and Saturday, at first, it was a real adjustment to be working 40 hours a 
week; it felt like i was missing out on things, especially because i was working in the 
evening, but after seeing what my friends were doing during my days off (i.e. smoking 
large amounts of pot getting drunk and basically living soap opera lives), this sense of 
discontent waned a bit 

one thing i will always remember about mcdonalds in the ghastly smell of it all. wearing 
greasy-assed uniforms that won't come clean no matter what you do-the scent of 
hamburger and dehydrated onions permeates your skin and your clothes, it is one of 
the nastiest scents you will ever, ever stumble upon, this is a fact but other than that 
it wasn't that bad of a job, i guess.. ..the managers were alright; some of my friends 
worked there also, the pay, obviously, was shit, but when you're 18 and living at home 
with mom and dad.. .well, $300 every 2 weeks isn't all that bad. It was more than 
enough to support me at the time and i even had enough left to put money in the bank, 
how cushy. 

but as with all jobs, this one eventually started to suck ass, about 5 months into it. i was 
tired of working there every night and i had been invited to move in with my friends in 
big rapids~an offer that i had been taking into serious consideration, after a few days 
thought i put my 2 week notice in (to some protest: "we were going to make you a man- 
ager"! for $5/hr? kiss my ass!), packed the few things i had. and left for big rapids, 
after getting settled in big rapids, i slowly started looking for jobs again, mcdonalds was 
NOT an option in my book, though, however, i had money saved up from previously, 
and therefore, i could afford to take it easy for a couple of weeks, so i applied casually. 

to the record store, the gas station, to taco bell none of whom ever called back, and 

after awhile, my ass started getting desperate-rent was due soon and i didn't want to 
drain aH of my savings-and this desperation soon led my ass back to the fuckin' golden 
arches. 



well, to be honest, this job pretty much sucked ass from the get-go, although i did end 
up staying there for awhile, the assistant manager was evil as hell, which i think was 
due to the fact that mcdonalds had pretty much destroyed her life (she had worked 
there for l&ears and was only making $7/HR....rd be evil as hell, also), another factor 
in her evilness was probably because of toe combined shitty attitude of the daytime 
kitchen staff at that time., ..particularly meThts fellow named chuck, we would say or do 
anything to piss her off, and combined with our pissed off fuck you' attitude, i'm sure 
we were a bundle of joy to manage, but chuck was eventually fired (leading to a career 

as a camie ) and I was promoted to a crew trainer, which meant i got to wear a pink 

button-up shirt for $.10 more an hour, how i ended up with that title, i'll never know. 



* 



as i hate training people, however, that only lasted a week before i was asked rf i 

would like to become a manager, hmmmm was there a pay raise? yes would 

i have to wear this stupid mcdonaldlMir any longer? no. then hell, yes i would! 
really, that was my only motivatjon behind becoming a manager-getting paid 
$5.25/hr and not having to wear a hat if s pretty sad when those are considered the 
perks of the job. 

and to be honest, managing was unbearable also, you get blamed for everything 
and nothing is ever good enough, plus i don't like the concept of "managing- people 
and the majority of the managers i worked with were a bunch of backstabbing ass- ' 
holes, that and the store was really just a very shitty place to work; the corporation 
that owned it really had their heads up their asses when it came to treating their emp- 
loyees decently and fairly, i could tell many a horror story about my time there but 
i II leave that for another time, basically, managing there was a crock of shit and after 
a year and a harf there, i left running and screaming from that shithole. and of course 
i swore up and down the i would never EVER work under the rancid, yellow arches 
of shit again. 

and for awhile, i didn't instead, i landed a job working as 3rd shift cashier at the 
next door store, which was one of the two 24 hour gas stations in big rapids at the 
time, the pay was shit but i can honestly say that that was probably the best job i've 
ever had. i only worked there for 2 months, but it was a breeze, you could wear what- 
ever you wanted, bring in your own music and basically relax for most of your shift, 
the majority of the business died down after the beer coolers were locked at 2am, and 
from then on it was easy sailing, the customers were often a lot more pleasant to deal 
with than those at mcdonalds. also....but nothing good ever lasts, and 2 months down 
the road. I was out the door and moving down here. 

now. i'm not exaggerating in the least when i say that 2 of the worst jobs i've ever had 
were ones that i held down after moving to urbanesque southeastern michigan. i'll 
just say the i ended up working at mcdonalds AGAIN for 8 months, and it was horrible 
as usual, but what was different this time around was that when i quit there, i actually 
stuck to my promises of "never again", however, sticking to that promise, and having 
no real experience with anything besides fast food restaurants, i could safely say that 
i felt like i was up shit creek without a paddle, i applied at a paper mill in rochester-even 
had a interview-but nothing came of it i dawdled around, made a zine, and generally 
avoided job hunting like the plague, then it occured to me one day-wendy had gotten 
her job through a temp agency, who's to say i couldn't do the same thing? so the 
following day. i made a trip to the temp agency, took a math test pissed in a cup and 
eventually talked about wages. 

temp pimp: "well, shaun, what would you like to make as a starting wage?" 
temp ho (me): well, um.J need to make at least $8/hr. no less", 
temp pimp: "well, we can do that, we'll get back to you when something opens up", 
and sure enough, 2 days later the phone rang... 

temp pimp: 'hi, shaun, we have an orientation for you at ralco industries on friday morn- 
ing at Sam. does that sound good'? 
temp ho: " well ,how much do they pay?" 
temp pimp: "they start out at $7.35/hr." 
temp ho ■ i said i needed $8/hr to start 



blah blah blah... to which they said mat was the bestle^uldTatSme^obeff 
out of work for nearly a month and having my rent due the following week, i decided that 
i"d take the offer and was at my orientation on friday at 8 am. 
anyway, during orientation i was told that i was going to be a press operator on 2nd shift 
now. at the time, i wasn't even sure what a press looked like, but i knew that my mom ran 
one at her job and she didn't like it still , i was excited for some reason, so when the day 

I came, i went, however, i had failed to notice just how dirty and dark the place was during 
my orientation, oil everywhere, a landscape of rickety green presses illuminated by orange 
ftourescent lights, i was not stoked....and after being trained on my job, i was even less 
stoked, this place blew ass-i would go into it here, but frankly. I.ve written about it pre- 
viously, but please just remember that rak»=very, very bad. for the love of qod stav 

I away!!!! ' ' 

so after 10 months of ralco-rama. i jetted out to the unemployment line, i actually took 
about 2 weeks off, and then landed into the shop i'm at now. and while i have learned 
a lot of new things, and the people are alright, it's so boring, it's funny, because i always 
have this belief that my next job will be the "one"-the one that i'll actually be happy with 
but surprise, it never happens, i think that everyone eventually feels some level of dis- 
content with their job at one point or another, but fuck! this isn't something that i want to 
be doing 5 years down the road; i'd like a job that doesn't make me cringe, something that 
won t make me feel like i'm wasting my time 40 hours a week.... because, honestly that's 
how i feel now-like i'm just working for a check, this shit bores me. 
I've been telling myself that i should go back to school for a couple of years now gradually 
| it subsides, but lately its been making it's presence known again in my thoughts, whafs odd 



is that i'm not really a pro-college person, based on experiences i've heard about and i'm not 
realty sure what i want to go into if i did happen to go. i don't want to waste my time and money 
if i'm not sure of what i want either way, i do know that this shit is getting older by the day; i'm 
simply not interested in the industrial field, but what does that mean? we all say that we want 
jobs that we enjoy-how many of us actually have them? how many of us actually feel fulfilled 
by what we do? i don't know about you, but speaking from personal experience, flipping bur- 
gers and making auto parts ain't shit on the fulfillment scale, but what then? 
i tell people all of the time that honestly, if i never had to work again, i would be a very happy 
fellow, yet there are people here that retired 6 years ago that are STILL here, running presses 
8 hours a day. when asked why they do it they say " well ,i'd be bored if i didn't work", maybe 
it's just a lack of work ethic on my behalf when i say this but really-fuck that!! get a hobby , 
anything! there's more to life than working until you die. is that what you really want? if s kind 
of sad when you actually think about it when you can't imagine your life without the pain in the 
ass that is work, i can't even picture having that mentality. If s almost alien to me. 




